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B0B6V--T&ET OUT OP \ - , 
DON'T.' AHti WW- I'LL It®, I 

If— ''1SBBTO IT /Wi I 
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• (doesn'tcoweIQa 

^^ V^IKI HEBE.',V ftSM 


mmt 


^f^S^^^^V^- 


■"""^SSBi^i*^ 


^^W^ 





WHAT WYOU'VS SOT TO HELP ME, 
i ABOUT IT?jI LISHTNIN&--I DIDN'T 

|WANT TO BREAK OUT OF 
HERS, BUT I'M AFRAID IF 
.DR.DIALE TAKES CARE 
I OF M-Y MOTHER, SHE'LL 
DIE. 'MOST EVERYONE HE 

I TAKES CARE 
,OF SEEMS 
.to DIE.' 
flit 



JUST LET ME SEE 
MY MOM-SEE THAT 
SHE'S WELL TAKEN 
CARE OF AND I'LL 
COME BACK HERE. 
I PROMISE.' 



(THIS KID'S NO CRIMINAL- 
flFITRYTOSTOPHIM, 
WE'LL ONLV MAKE A 
.BREAK SOME OTHER 
'TIME AND SET HIM- 
SELF OR SOMEBODY 
' ELSE HURT.' 




I'D BETTER SEE I90BEL I 
AND SEE IF SHE HAS 
ANV CLUBS BECAUSE 
I'M UP ASAlNST A 

DEAD END 
MVSBuB » 




EVERYTHINS l<5 IN ) 
READINESS, DR.V i 
■^OlABLor J-^ v 
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^_ / P QOOD--LET^| 
p^VuS SET Jl 
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VJJathr runs alons ths surpacb 
op u3htnin8'at0mb"ha« bobby's 
brav1 att1mpt to save his friend 
•succeedbd.orwas 
it doow.ed to 

FAJLURSj? ' 




.^Sl - 
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©UCCE4SJ THB WATBR SEEPS DOWN TO 
LIGHTNIN»,RBMOVIN»THE INSULATION 
OF THB DRY EA.RTH.' 



THIS TIM.E I'LL 
SBT YOUR BOBS 
BEFORE HE CAN 

PULL AMY 

TRICKS/ 





r HE HAS A DAUGHTER, 
. RIGHT? AND HE LOVE'S, 
' V HBR|RIBHT?«T'~' 



I AIN'T SOIN' THROUGH WITH 
THIS JOB.' I MAY BE A JAIL- 
BIRD, BUT I GOT A KID, / 
BROTHER IN THE ARMY " \ 
ROBSIN' IS ONE THINS. BUT I J 

DRAW A LINE.cteBjjjrr' ■ 

ATSftBOTASINjf* •% ■ 
UNCLE -r«-fif-»||e 
6A»*.'^>7H)/0 





THESE PAPERS SHALL T 
STAY HERB UNTIL THE 
PRESIDENT CALLS FOR/ 
THEM--NO ONE SHALL) 
.SiBTHEW.SEELEY, J 
k^NO ONE.'/— V*-^ 


rVB» SIR.' NO 
VpNE SHALL S 
^^HEMjSIR 
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tJuSTTHEN.JANE STERLINS 

AND HER FIANCE .TOM 
WEATHERLV, RETURN FROM AN 
EVENING AT THE THEATRE— 




'HAH,' POOLED TWEmM 
THAT GAG DIDN'T 
WORK TWICEf/ 



. GRAB THE 

JwHSEL.DAVEY? 

I'LL TAKE CASE 

OP THE BOYS 

i IN THE BACK 





®UT OP CONTBOL. AS DAVBY AND / 
THE THUS STRUGGLE POR THH 
WHEEL, THE CAR BUNS THROUGH 
THE BAILING OP THE BRIDGE?/ 



SET THE SNATCHER IN TUB 
BACK SEAT T I'LL SQUEEZE 
ONE OP THB RATS AND ' 
MAKE HIM SQUEAL? j * 





AND WE\ 
THOUGHT ' 
WE WERE i 

pinishedI 
with thati 

PIENDJ j 



O, FEW MINUTES LATER, THE 
CLOWN SUDDENLY APPEAR% 
AT THE SENATOR'S OFFICE- 



HERE I A(A SENATOR, YHOW DID 
'M SAVING YOU THE A YOU GET 
TROUBLE OFDELIVER- VSHERE? 
INGTHE J\S W< 
RANSOMUDAUSHTER 
^M\l/ \ SAFE? y 




LET THEM SEARCH THE] 
POUR CORNERS OF_ 
THEBARTHJHBY'LlT 
NEVER RIND MB' 
NOW, TO WORK.' 
ONCE I'M IN TUB 
MACHINE!, 
AMERICA WIU.1 
FALL BEFORE; 



UNTIE H6R AND RUT HER 
INSIDE THE ROTO-DYNAMor )t 

\ I'LL SHOW HER THE 
SEVEN HQRROHS 

V OP TH6 WORLD! 




Aided by their powers 
op magnetism, th6v 
draw themselves to 
the steel monster.' 



ARE YOU 
I ALLRISHT? 



( NOT BADf ~"\ ^v 

l I CAN MAKE ) 

\ SHORE.' j f\ ^ 




MAGNO AND DAVEY HAVE \ 
SAVED MY LIFE TOO, FOR I 
THE TIME BEING. AND IP / 
THEY CAN STOP THE ROTOA 
DYNAMO FOEaOOD.EVENJ 
MY REPUTATION AND < 
POSITION , IMPORTANT AS) 
LIFE ITSELF, WILLSS / 
SAVED. 1 




Meanwhile, masno and davey are on 
the trail op the clown,' 



THE MACHINE CAME UP OUT J 
OF HERE-LETS FOLLOW j 
ITS TRAIL! 



WE MUST DSSTROY MASNO 
AND DAVEY-SO LON& AS 
THEY LIVE,THEY STAND 
IN THE WAY OF THE ; 
COMPLETION OF __^, ., 
OUR PLANS J ^s^MjpffjljPl 




f HAVE ft Sr 

I HWvlOFUL OF / 
\ KNUC KLES r/ 




A STRANGE uneasiness settled over 
young Jess Cattlee, the instant he left 
Big Bend with the gold. Still, five 
thousand dollars in his saddle bags was 
enough to give him the jitters. 

"I'll expect you back tomorrow night," his 
dad, Sheriff Bill Cattlee, had said. "Tell Ben 
to scrape some of the wool off his back and ride 
in to town. And don't go to playing games with 
my old pal, Black Murtree. They say he headed 
north after holding up the Elk Tooth bank." 

Now it was late afternoon with the sunlight 
slanting through the pines, throwing a strange 
shadow of needled network ahead of him. It 
was cool. The rain that morning had left the 
sweet smell of damp moss and needles strong 
in the air. * 

But all that was passed unnoticed by young 
Jess. The feeling of uneasiness had deepened. 
He felt his bone-handled gun heavy on his hip, 
swung low and -tied down as his father had 
taught him. The knowledge that he was fast, 
and sure with it didn't bring him courage as it 
had done in the past. Maybe he was yellow. 
Maybe he wasn't made of the same stuff his 
hard-bitten gun-slinging dad was. 

Jess swore under his breath, and tried to 
think of Ben Kerby. He remembered seeing 
Ben when he'd been just a button. He'd ridden 
up here once with his dad when he'd been 
barely big enough to stick on a bronc's back. 
The trail was dropping now into Kerby Can- 
yon. He could see Ben's cabin nestled in a 
grove of aspens, a thin curl of smoke twisting 
into the still air. The sheep were grazing be- 
yond, scattered through the pines. 

Dusk had settled down, like a blanket. The 
air had turned cold. Better get a move on, he 
decided, and touched the flanks of his roan with 
the sharp rowels of his Mexican spurs. His 
mount broke into a canter. 

The trail flattened out into the canyon floor. 
He rode up to the cabin and dismounted. Trail- 
ing the reins, he knocked on the door. Funny 
Ben wasn't anywhere in sight. Maybe he hadn't 
heard him ride up. Then a stirring inside, the 
sound of a man's booted heels. 
"That you, Jess?" a voice called. 
"Yeah," young Cattlee answered. 
A light sprang up inside. The door opened, 
and a man stood silhouetted against the red 
glow of a kerosene lamp. He was tall and 
square, his face covered by a black beard. Two 
guns hung low on his thighs. They were almost 
lost against the blackness of his pants. 
( "Put your bronc up, Jess, and come on in. 
I'm cooking up a mess of cackleberriest." '. \r- 



Pay-Dirt 

By Ralph 



Jess turned and led his roan into the log barn 
that squatted back of the cabin. He fed his 
bronc, and jerked off the saddle. Seemed like 
Ben was smaller with a lot of gray in his beard. 
Jess picked up the saddle bags, heavy with the 
gold. The coins clinked musically as he lifted 
them. Suppose the hombre inside wasn't Ben? 

He looked around. Another horse stood in 
the stall next to his roan, a big, long-legged 
black. Flecks of lather showed gray against the 
glossy skin. He must have been ridden long 
and hard. 

FEAR gnawed deeper. Ben wouldn't ride a 
bronc that way. He'd have n'omeed to. Jess 
drew his gun, saw that the trigger action was 
right, that the cylinder was stuffed with fresh 
loads. He looked around for a place to hide the 
gold. He wished he'd dropped it along the trail. 
Then he saw a box of oats in the corner. He 
lifted the lid, scooped a hole in the grain and 
buried the saddle bags. 

He went into the house. The bearded gent 
looked up from the stove. 

"Have a good ride in, Jess?" he asked. 
"Pretty long," young Cattlee said, and 
watched the .man turn the eggs. 

Funny Ben would have eggs. If he remem- , 
bered right, Ben didn't eat anything but mut- 
ton and the vegetables he raised in his garden. 
He stared at the man's broad back, and shoved 
his gun a little farther front. ' 

"Yeah, it is a long ride." The man took the 
eggs out of the pan, put them in a plate and set 
them on the table. "Too damned far. Wished I 
lived closer to town." He poured coffee into 
two battered tin cups. 

Now Jess knew this wasn't Ben Kerby, Ben 
was always glad he did live a long way from 
town. 

"Sit down, younker," the bearded gent 
shoved up a rawhide bottom chair, and pulled 
one up for himself. "Reckon you're plumb 
hungry." 

Jess sat down. He was hungry, but. the food 
stuck in his throat. He watched the man eat. 
Once he caught the eyes — hard, black eyes 
that looked as if they'd explode over the sights 
of a Colt. 

"Funny thing," the man-was saying, "you 
look a hell of a lot like your dad when we used 
to ride herd in Texas." 

"I don't think that's funny," Jess said, and 
stuffed a forkful of bacon into his mouth. 

"Funny 'bout us, I mean. Used to be three of 
us, you know." He gulped his coffee, and wiped 
his mouth off on the back of a hairy hand. 
"Yep, used to be three of us thicker'n molasses 



Gamble 



A 



Powers 



in January. Now look at us. Me, I'm herding 
sheep, Jack's Black Murtree, and your dad — 
well, he's a lawman." 

The man spat the last word out as if it tasted 
[ bad, hate suddenly burning in his black eyes. 

They narrowed to pin points, fury-laden. Cold 
fear chilled Jess' heart as the truth exploded in 
[ his brain. The man across the table was Black 

Murtree the killer. 

Jess tried to swallow another mouthful of 
bacon. He musn't show fear. Murtree musn't 
know he suspected this wasn't the real Ben 
Kerby. 

"Bring the money?" Murtree asked. He 
looked across the table again. 

"No — " Jess kept his voice firm — "Dad 
couldn't raise it now. He thought maybe you'd 
wait until fall. We got a nice bunch of steers 
to go off then." 

Murtree set down his tin cup. 

"You're lying, Jess," he snarled. "Reckon 
maybe you hid that dinero and figure on com- 
ing back for it." 

DOZEN plans raced through Jess' head. 

He knew he was no match for Murtree in 

straight out draw. If he could get the killer's 
attention for a second, give him a chance to go 
for his own gun. He thought of heaving the 
table into Murtree's lap, of frying to douse the 
kerosene lamp that flickered in the center of 
the table. 

But none of his ideas would work. Mean- 
while, he had to keep Murtree thinking he 
didn't know. 

"You got me wrong, Ben," he said. I 
wouldn't double-cross you." 

The feeling of uneasiness that had haunted 
him all day was gone. He was staring death 
square in the face now, but it wasn't as if he 
were still facing the unknown. He wondered 
how his dad would meet this situation. 

Suddenly the killer drew his six-gun £ind laid 
it on the table beside his plate. He looked at it, 
meaningly. 

"You're gonna give -me that dinero, young 
feller, or I'll blast your hide just plumb full of 
holes." 

"Kinda on the prod, ain't you, Ben?' f Jess 
asked softly, 

"Maybe so, but I want that gold." 

Jess brought his legs back against his chair. 
He felt the rowtels of his spurs dig into the 
floor. An idea burned through his brain. Better 
go down trying. It would be only a matter of 
seconds now until Murtree would show his 
hand. 



"You're right, Ben," he said, scooting down 
in his chair. "I got the money. I was just kinda 
stringing you along." 

He tensed himself. This was the moment. 
One leg shot out with the speed of a springing 
cougar. He twisted his foot and brought the 
sharp rowels slashing across the killer's leg. 
Murtree howled in pain, his hand flying down, 
his chair crashing to the' floor. 

Jess had kicked back his own chair, and was 
on his feet, his Colt in his hand. He saw Mur- 
tree grab for his gun, but his own .45 was spit- 
ting jagged flame and leaden death. The outlaw 
took the first bullet in the shoulder. Jess felt a 
slug burn along his ribs. Acrid smoke bit into 
his nostrils. The cabin rocked with the crashes 
of gunfire. 

Murtree was on the floor, rolling. Jess fired 
again, saw his bullet had missed, but the out- 
law was moving too fast for accurate shooting. 
Jess heard the snarl of another slug pass his 
ear, distinctly heard it thud into a log above his 
head. Then he slammed another shot. Murtree 
gurgled. Blood poured down his shirt in a 
pumping, crimson stream. His Colt dropped 
from nerveless fingers. He tried to speak, bu^ 
no words came — only another liquid gurgle. 
Then he lay still. Jess' last bullet had cut 
through his throat. 

Young Cattlee sat down, trembling. Then he 
got up and bathed his wound. He heard the 
drum of a horse's hoofs. Somebody was com- 
ing. He whirled, his Colt covering the door, It 
was flung open. A gray-bearded man stood 
there, astonishment written across his face as 
he saw the stiffening form of Black Murtree on 
the floor. 

"Ben," Jess shouted, "I'm sure glad to see 
you." 

"Well, I'll be — " the sheepman stopped. "It's 
Black Murtree. What the hell's been going 
on?" 

"He was posing as you, Ben, and I hadn't 
seen you for so long, I wasn't sure at first. Then 
I found out, and we had a little ruckus. How'd 
he know I was coming with the money?" 

The sheepman, scratched his head. 

"I s'pose he found the note I left for you in 
case you got in 'fore I did. I said no* to worry 
'bout the money, and I'd be back from Injun 
Post 'fore night, but I didn't make it soon as I 
figured. He knew I lived here, musta figured 
on me giving him -a hideout, the murdering 
snake." 

Jess sat down weakly. 

"Your money's in the barn, Ben, I was sure, 
thinking,; awhile , back, you'd never see 4*; 
again,',' 



('BUT I'M THROUGH- 
„I WON'T BE A 
TRAITOR" 



YOU BET YOUR 
SWEET LIFE 
VOU'RE THROUGH! 




■ffHE UNKNOWN SOLDIER.' 
WHO HE IS AND WHERE HE 
COMES FROM NO ONE KNOWS? 
THEY KNOW ONLY THAT WHEN 
DEMOCRATIC ■PEOPLE FACE 



THEIR DARKEST HOURS. QHOt 

""LSS 



DOES HE APPEAR > 



THE HUMAN SKELETON IS IN A 
POSITION WHERE HE MAY 
TALK AND REVEAL OUR PLAN t 
HE MUST BE SILENCED/ IF 
VMORD WERE TO LEAK OUT 
NOW OP WHAT WE DO 
ALL OUR WORK WOULD 
BE RUINED? 




THESE BULLETS 
ARE MUCH BETTER 
MEDICINE FOR 
ME THAN THEY 
ARE FOR THE 
CROWD/, 





(WE LAUNCHED FROM CATSRIER 
i UP NEAR CAPE COD- SNEAK 
(DOWN CLOSE TO SHORE- 'SAIL 
NISHTS--HIDE DAYTIME " 





BEGORRA.AND WHAT 1 
I WOULDN'T GIVE r 
TO BE IN THE t 
WATER NOW; 
MESSLF? 



r AHArwYCALL 
TO ACTION AND 
DUTV-ALOST^ 
iCHILD?^ 



Mf/'Kwm 




r Htf«NOKlD.'-- > > 

IB TR 
STAB 





AND THE COAST ARTILLERY 
AT FORT HAMILTON IS 
OPENING FIHE-THBY , 
tON'T NBB.D MY , 
HELP ANY 
MORE.' 



AND FROM 
MANHATTAN BSACH7, 
COAST 9UARD STATION) 
BLUE JACKETS ARE , 
•SINS INTO ACTION, 4 
AND OUT TOWARDS , 
*—^6ANDYH00K7, 




Ysssmee, soys and ™ 

SIRLS J WHEN THE ARMY, THE 
NAVY AND THE COAST SUARD 
OF THE UNITED STATES &0 IN- 
TO ACTION, THEY DON'T NEED 
ANYONE WITH SUPER POWERS 
TO HELP THEM FISHT--THBY 
CAN TAKE CARE OF THINSS 
THEMSELVES PLENTY 
BUT YOU CAN DO 
YOUR PART WITH 
WAR BONDS AND 
STAMPS -KEEP 

OUR PLANES 

FLYINS TO KEEP 

JAPS DYINS! 

I'LL SEE YOU 
ASAIN IN THE 
NEXT ISSUE OF 

POUR 
FAVORITES 



fc<y 




FLOOD WATERS ROAR IN THE MISS 
SIPPI VALLEy.GRIM ANO BLOOW DEATH 
RUNS RAMPANT WITH THEM/ HOW DID THE 
AXIS HARNESS AMERICAS GREATEST 
NATURAL CALAMITy AND MAKE IT COHMIT 
SABOTAGE -ANO HOW COULD CAPTAIN 
COURAGEOUS DESTROy THEIR PLANS, 
WHEN THE DEATH OF INNOCENT CHILDREN 
WOULD BE HIS CHIEF REWARD? 




A iMAlL SOUTH 
ERN TOWN.A NIGHT 
WATCHMAN MAKES 

ma rounds, 




THE NEXT DAV. BAGS COME 
OUT OF THE PLANT. SOME 
FOR SU6AR FOR, THE WHOLE 
NATION, THE OTHERS 
TO BE FILLED WITH SAND 
TO REENFORCE THE LEVEES 

ABOVE THE MISSISSIPPI IN 

CASE OF FLOOD 




BUT SOMEHOW THE SAND' 
BAGS SEEM INSUFFICIENT. 
THE ROARING TORRENT 
SWEEPS PAST THE LEVEL 
AND INTO THE FARMS AND 
town: 




THE AR3ENAL.AND MUNITIONS 
MANUFACTURING PLANT WORKr 1 
INS ON SOyERNMENT WAR CON- 
TRACTS, ARE ISOLATED AND 
ALL VITAL WORK COMES TO 
A HALT. 



WOULDN'T 00 MUCH GOOD 
EVEN IF THE BOYS COULD/ 
GET HEBE. THE WHOLE 
BOTTOM FLOOR AND 
BASEMENT , 

ARE FLOODED// 



THIS IS THE WORST TRAS.\ IN A DISTANT CITy, A TALL , 
EDV IN VEARS-RLISH ALL 1 HANDSOME, WELL-KNIT YOONS 
AID POS^LE^MMEDIATELVtf MAN ' HEARS THE broad- 
TOOpTmEPICINE L AND , TEL 7"3T OF THE TRASEpy, 
RED CROSS SUP- 




fHE JUMPED IN THE 




Tthe barber is head-^« 
ed toward the arsenal 

IN A DERELICT HOUSE — *rf 
THAT'S LOADED WITH « 
DYNAMITE/ SOME BOV- II 
SCOUTS ARE LOCKED INJ 
DANBURy'S CHICKEN * s « 
HOUSE AND THE WATER 13 
COMING UP FAST/ IN A FEW 
MINUTES THEY U-BE 
DROWNED/ 





CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS 
CATCHES THE STICKAND 
WHIRLS IT RIGHT BACK. 



IT'S CAPTAIN T THANK 
COURAGEOUStfGOODNESS 

S you RE/ 

STILL O.K. 




how did you 

MANAGE TO 
GET THAT 
MESSAGE. 
THROUGH ? y 



IT WAS 
I SIMPLE. THE 



WE SIMPLY PLUGGED^ 

BARBER THOUGHT) E^T^CTfY AN™ ^ 
- TRICKED US/ SHORTCIRCUITED IT. 
THEN WE USED IT AS 



By TELLING US 
THIS WAS A 
SHORTWAVE 
RADIO. BUT WE 
FOOLED HIM.' ' 



SS£S 



TELEGRAPH AND SENT 
OUR MESSAGE MORSE 
CODE WHICH EVERY 
BOySCOUT KNOWS. WE 
KNEW A SHORT CIRCUIT 
WOULD BE PICKED UP 
By THE ELECTRIC CO 



HOW COME 1 THE FLOOD 
THEy WEREN'T/ ROSE JUST SO 
DROWNED '/HIGH, AND THEN 
THE SAND BAGS 
STOPPED IT FROM 
RISING. 



POWER 
HOUSE , 



BUT WHy 
DID THESe 
5ANDBAGS 
WORK WHEN 
THE OTHERS 
I'TT 



DION'" 



3$$ 
BECAUSE THE OTHER 
SANDBAGS WERE NOT 
FILLED WITH SAND. THEY WERE 
FILLED WITH SUGAR WHICH 
' .DISSOLVED IN THE WATER! 
, WHEN I DIVEP IN THE 
v WATER AFTER THE BARBER 
REALIZED WHAT HAD 
HAPPENED 



^' , 



L^v. 




THAT'S WHY THE 
BARBER KILLED 30H 
BLAINE, TO 'GET INTO 
THE PACKING COM- 
PANY. HE WAS A 
SABOTEUR SENT BY , 
THE AYIStHE TREAT-' 

ED THE INK WITH 
WHICH THE BAGS 
WERE MARKED WITH 
•v. CHEMICALS. 




THEN HE HAD THE BAGS 
PRINTED WITH AN INVI- 
SIBLE INK. AFTER THEY 
WERE FILLED AND LOAD 
ED AT THE DEPOT. THE 
ORIGINAL LETTERING 
CAME OFF AND THE 
WORD SAND APPEARED 
INSTEAD 0F-6UGARTHE 
TOOK ADVANTAGE OF 
THE NATURAL FORC 
IN AMERICA-FLOO! 




MORE 
ADVENTURES 
OF CAPTAI N 

COURAGEOUS 

IN THE 

NEXT 

JSSUE 

OP 



M 



Seeing himself unable to reach the girl before 

the shark. captain gallant draws a hasty bead 

on the killer with his whale-sun and fires" 



•- GALLANT'S harpoon 
MORTALLY WOUNDS THE 
SHARK- 




THAT SURE WAS 
A CLOSE CALL . 
FORTE, MIS5W 



fLUCKY OUR ^ 
\CAPTAlN KNOW 
f HOW TO SHAVE 
I SHARK'S , f 
WHISKER 



SpHEY TAKE HER BE- 
-LOW DECKS TO 
SALLANT'5 CABIN— 



MY FATHER IS DOCTOR NORTON-- 
MY NAME IS LEA— HE IS A 
RETIRED SURGEON AND WE 
LIVE IN A LONELY ISLAND OF 
PAPEETE •• LAST NIGHT, A SANS 
OF FOREIGNERS ABDUCTED MY J 
FATHER AND THREW ME INTO^ 
THE SEA TO DROWN .' 




[THEY'VE BURNEDTtHE ISLAND BATS.' 
ImYHOME.'--OH/^ WE'LL PIND THEM 
"HAND TEACH THBM 
A lESSCN " 



A* 9ALUANT TURNS AROUND TO SPEAK TO LEA, 

HE FINDS HSR SONS, WHILE THUOS LEAP AT THEM 
PROM ALL DIRBCTI ONS I 



ambush;}^ fioht "S_y SOMETHING BURN ' 

ON,MBN? rZ\ IN DENMARK.' 




NTT 



The SViORDFiSH MISSES AND 
O-BWvS S INTO THE BABT — 



DROPS HIS 
LE& INTO 

-£,¥ W«TEH 

3 A LURE 
FOR THE 

SWOR0PI5H- 





-AND THERE'S DIRK IN MY 
MINI-SUB GOING AFTER THEM, 
IT WILL BE SLAUGHTER < 
WHEN HE SHOOTS THE TORPEDO, 
^.INTO THEM? 




QnSIDE THE SUBMERGED 
MINI- SUB"" 


THERE'S THE \( 
FREIGHTER!-- r- 
SOON ALL THE S 
SOLD ABOARD HER 
WILL BE OURS.' 
WELL BE WASTERS 
OF THE ISLANDS^ 


I CAN HA,«D-} 
^LY WAIT, J 

fft) 


v—Jik lr<?> 





MIS ISA ^ 
DBSP5ROTE 






('thanks for"\ 

V THE RIOE/y 
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7/7 \JMS- 


<^~*^j0f 


~*Y \ 


j.t < Jjssgz-- 
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[I'fS: 



-WkLLANT RELEASES THE SAILFISH JUST AS 
IT TOWS THEM NEAR THE MINI-SUB-" 





Before they become aware and can warn dirk, 
they are knocked overboard" 



aJluST THEN, DIRK CENTERS THE 
BRITISH FREISHTER AND FIRES.' 




AT THE SAME MOMENT, CHINS HAS 
SEEN WHAT HAS HAPPENED AND 
WARNED SALLANT WHO IMMEDIATELY 

THROWS THE HELM HARD OVER-- 




«PHE TORPEDO MISSES THE FREISHTSS 
BY INCHES.' 




The 97 Pound 
Weakling 

— Who became "The World's 
Most Perfectly Developed Man" 

"I'll prove that YOU too 
can be a NEW MAN!" 



I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of 
body that people pity! Of course, you wouldn't know 
it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny weakling 
who weighed only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to strip for sports 
or undress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physical 
development that 1 was constantly self-conscious and embar- 
rassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic Tension" . It gave me 
a body that won for me the title "World's Most Perfectly 
Developed Man." 

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant 
power and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've 
seen ray new system, "Dynamic Tension," transform 
hundreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only 15 Minutes a Day 

Do you want big, broad shoulders — a fine, powerful 
chest — biceps like steel — arms and legs rippling with mus- 
cular strength — a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy 
muscle — and a build you can be proud of? Then just give 
me the opportunity to prove that "Dynamic Tension" 
is what you need. 

No "ifs," "ands," or "maybes." Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? 
Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded, pepless? 
Do you hold back and let others walk off with the prettiest 
girls, best jo bs, etc.? Then write for details about "Dynamic 
Tension" and learn how I can make you a healthy, con- 
fident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL method. 
Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough to show 
amazing results — and it's actually fun! "Dynamic Ten- 
sion" does the work. 



CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 255-Z B 
US East 23rd Street 
New York, N.Y. 

I want the proof that your system of 
"Dynamic Tension'' will help make a New 
Man of me — give me a healthy, husky body 
and big muscular development. Send me your 
free book, "Everlasting Health and Strength." 

Name I] . 

(Please print or writs plainly) 

Address , i „■•, 

City.... State......... 

lD Check here for Booklet A if under 16 
................... ■■■■■..JtiliiV. .^ 





Send for FREE BOOK 

MaiAthe coupon right now for full details 
and 111 send you my illustrated book, "Ever- 
lasting VHealtJs and Strength." Tells all about 
my "Dyu\aenic Tension" method. Shows ac- 
tual photos of men I've made into Atlas 
Champions\ It's a valuable book ! And it's 
FREE. Send for your copy today. Mail the cou- 
pon to rfte personally. CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 
255-ZB.115 East 23rd St., New York, N. Y. 



